OME ON, «AOoOmwm 
LETS HAVE DINNER TONIGHT! 
TVE MISSED YOU, ~v0cOnew! 


INA HALF 
HOLIR, io Onan I! 
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KISSING 1S ANOTHER EARTH 
CUSTOM THAT'S NICE J! 


WE'KE LATE. M BESIDES, NOTHIN’ CAN 


RK. 
SLATE SAID HE'D FIRE | | HAPPEN! GAZ0O 1S OLE 
ME NEXT TIME 1 WUZ | | OL’ACEIN TH! HOLE... 

: LATE! REMEMBER, 


IT'S TIME TO PLAY YOUR ACE, FRED’... 
HEDSTONE, THE TOUGHEST COP IN 
BEDROCK, IS AFTER US/! 


GAZOO BETTERDO DON'T WORRY, 
SOMETHING PRETTY : 


BARN... 
SOON, FRED! = HE'LL Be HERE 


OUTA THE CAR 

AND GIVE ME 

YOUR LICENSE, 
Mister! 


YOUR NAME 15 A (YOU WER! 
HEDSTONE, OFFIC! Y, SPEEDING, _ 
YA OUGHTA | \_FLINTSTONE/! 
CHANGE IT To i >... 

GOLID BONE! : 


= 


YOU_DON'T HAVE To OH}... 
_ PUSH, HEDSTONE/! / RESISTING 


oon oat CeTEEN is, 
| THESE CRIMINALS) WHAT ARE THEY 2 


STOP WORRYING, 
PICKLE-NOSE!,. 

‘LFIXED act cars 

CLOCKS IN 

You Won't SeDLe- 
BE LATE! ; NNOSE a 


1 SAY THERE'S 
OVER A THOUSAND 
JELLYBEANS IN THAT 
JAR, FRED! 


UESS 


NUMBER oe JELLYBEANS 
IN THIS Jae 


WIN 2 Tickers 


~ To HAWAII RocK! 


I'M GONNA KNOW 
EXACTLY... BY 
co NTING 


-9-10-||-|2— 
‘WAN! 


G 3 
-BEAT IT, 
coho 


365- 366-367- 
I'M GETTING HUNGRY/.. I'LL I'M GONNA . 
CONTINUE AFTER LUNCH! RE! WIN ITE A | 


a 


WHEN YOL LEAVE 
AGAIN .. TAKE DINO 
WITH YOU!.. HE'S BEEN 


HERE ALL DAY! 


MR. ROCKOFF! 
GIMME TT 
TICKETS! 


IT'S THE STUPID BALL! 
LENEWI SHOULD HAVE 
ANEW BOWLIN! BALL 


THIS YEAR » 


11'S NOT THE BOWLING BALLS 
FAULT, DUM-DUM } YOU/RE 
THROWING IT WRONG! 


FLINTSTONE 
NOW, TRY AGAIN ! 


NEEDS MORI 
THAN COACHING! 


HE NEEDS AN 
\D1IOT- PROOF 
BOWLING BALL ! 


= 
7 TURNED ITINTOA _ 
ETIC PIN- SEEKING 


Wes PROOF 
PROJECTILE! 7 1 


{> 


HERE,OU BUDDY...WE'RE GONNA } 
ICHANGE BOWLIN! BALLS... CUZ 
IRESUCH GOOD PALS, RIGHT Z J) | ) 
IT DO 


We'E LOSIN,,GAZOO.. ALL BECUZ YOU ) 


HAODA BRING AROUND THAT TRICK. 
WLIN’ BALL! 


Te® HEE... RED |S DAY-DREAMING A WORKIN' MAN DON'T 
ABOUT BEING A STOCK MARKET STAND A CHANCE OF GETTIN’ 
BIG SHOT AGAIN! DINO KNOWS AHEAD. PLAYIN’ THE STOCK 
_ MORE ABOUT IT THAN HE DOES? MARKET IS EASY FORA 


_ SMART COOKIE! 


DUMM-DUMM STILL THINKS 
TWO AND TWO ARE FIVE!? 


WHICH STOCK ROCKMOBILE,INC,| ONE WEEK LATER... 
1S GONNA GOUP OF COLIRSE! 
‘ZOO? 1 GOT 
10 TO INVEST! 


YA THINK YOU! I'M NOTA UH, FRED...THE 
A BIG EXPERT! / BIG MORON,| | GREAT GAZOO IS 
a RIGHT! YOU'LL 
JUST LOSE 
YER $ZO!! ROCK 
MOBILE! 


DINO'S RIGHT, 
FREDDY. ZERUX 
IS GOING To 
REALLY CLIMB, 


> CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING P, 


lel RIGHTS eres 


ZO WORTH OF ZERUX! 


YOURE 
You LA 


1M LEAVIN~ us ThE GET THE 
Peer tt g 
NEED THIS : cher 

JOB ANYHOW; 


HELLO,HEEPLEZ OF COURSE 
SELL LERUX AND__ I'M SURE! 
2 BUY CONSOLIDATED ~ Does FRED. 
IT'LL PROBABLY JUNK ? 
60 LIP 100 POINTS 
MORE! 


1 -) BLUBBERGUT 
YEAH..SELLTHEOIL “>\ THINKS HE'S 
oe at 
ACME Motors! 


HOME, 


I MADE 
ANOTHER 
MILLION? 


UH,. INTER- 
NATIONAL 


AND ON ROCKWALL 
STREET THERE'S 
GOOD NEWS? 


LET'S GET THE STOCK MARKET 
NEWS ON. I'L| FIND OUT HOW 
MUCH MORE 1 MADE T'DAY, 


GIMME THAT PAPER, 
wieaid + ) YOU IDIOT, AN'STAY 
“Xk OUTA MY CHAIRS 


TOCK MARKET HAD BIG” 
GAINS \Y¥, EXCEPT FOR 
THREE BLUE CHIP STOCKS... 


cE, 
* PICKLE-NOSE? 


EVERYONE'S STOCKS DOUBLED IN 
PRICE EXCEPT 


FOR INTERNATIONAL 
SMOG AND SMOKE? BITSBURG 
IRON. DROPPED 100 Po! 


INTS AND... 
GEE EMM 16 OUT OF BUSINESS! 


ARE YOU YOU'RE TOO STUPID TO PLAY, 
CALLING ME | | THE STOCK MARKET, FATSO! 
FLINTSTONE? 


CONTINUED AFTER THE NEXT THO PASES 


FACEIT, ( WHAT'S WRONG, My BEART 
YOU'RE WIPED OUT | ARE YOL IRRITA 
ABOLIT SOMETHING F . 


HE WOULDN'T} | My veweLs? ) app 
LISTEN TOME!| | My FURS? / GONE! 


YOU DIDTHIS TOUS! . 
__ NOW, WE'LL STARVE! 


4 


Ll FELL ASLEEP. 
WATCHING TELEVISION. 


iy 


DEAR. WE'RE 
HAVING A BRONTO 
. ROAST, 60 HURRY? 


“Prepare for entry into the alien RRS said 
Flame Sparkle, the space girl explorer. Plugg, her 
mechonical, man companion and transistorized team- 
mate, started to salute his space commander when his 
computer brain received the order. * 

Plugg’s metal hand made a “elick’’ sound.as his 
chrome-plated fingers tapped against his cast iron 

-forehead. “Ouch! Dis’ saluting stuff could put a dentin 
mo’ skull! | hope | didn’t chip off any bedy paint,” 
Plugg remarked. He rolled. ecross the spaceship’s 
cockpif fo carry out Flame’s command. 

“Siop worrying, Plugs! Your head is as hard as an 
old stew pet, ed Fleme. The twe space comrades 
leug! eket thruster at half power,” 

hip’s apace gyre. 


“Aye, aye, skipper!” replied Pluga as he turned the 
diol to the appropriate setting. Me 

“Prepare for landing,” sald Flame as the spacecraf’ 
rocketed into the atmosphere of an alien world located 
in a remote port of uncharted, outer space. 

Plugg and Flame held onto their ‘seats os the. 
cutpmatic pilot gently lowered their ship ente the: 
strange, unexplored planet. The ship landed and the” 
rocket blaster switched off automatically. Plugg quic- 
kly unstrapped himself and cowsted over to 6 gloss 
porthole in the side.of the ship. He pressed his shiny, 
metal nese against the gloss and peered out at the 
mysterious countryside. 

He saw cottages that lecked like earth type ref- 
rigerators. Other houses were made out of cardboard 


boxes. Some havees ware made out of tall, ae 


tles. The biggest building of ali was in the shape ofan 
earth, grocery store. “Did place reminds me of a 
nightmare | once had after eating twenty helpings of 
mashed. manhole covers covered with axle grease 
gravy!” said Plugg. Flame |oined her rebot buddy at 
the window. 

“It certainly reminds me of an earth food store,” 
agreed Flame. “Let's got out and see what the 

“inhabitants look like,” she added. 

The two space pals climbed dewn from their rocket 
ship and stepped into the planet's surface. Suddenly, 
hundreds of cash register bells started ringing as if 
sounding an alarm. Shopping carté driven by living 
pisces of food, charged towards Flame and. Plugg. 
They saw all types of food with tiny arms, legs and 
faces inside the grocery carts. A living hunk of 
bologna, wearing a policeman’s cap, was the first 
alien to reach the space explorers. “I'm Boss Bologna, 
the sheriff of Foodovia. Your spaceship is illegally 
parked. I'm giving you a ticket,” he snapped. He 
handed Fiame a cash register recsipt. 


‘Flame was very polite. She accepted the ticket. She 
didn’t want to protest until she knew more about the 


strange, food beings. “These characters leak like 
refugees from a delicatessen courier,” Plugg. 
whispered to Flame. 

Sere probably look as strange to them as they. doto 

” Flame answered. 

osm Flame Sparkle. This is my robot, Plugg,” she 
explained. “We're from Earth. We came here to make 
friends with you and to explore your planet. We want 
to know if you are friendly or hostile,” said Flame, ex- 
plaining her presence on Foodevia. 

“In that case, you're welcome here,” said a circular 


cake of cheese who pushed through the crowd of spec~" 


tators. “I’m the mayor and the Big Cheese around 
here. Forget about the ticket,” 

“Yea, I’m full of boloney anyway!” admitted the 
sheriff. Flame smiled. 

“Does this mean you're friendly?” asked Flame. 

“We're very friendly. Even our dill pickles aren't 
sour;” replied the mayor. 

Suddenly, someone threw @ mudhball out of some 
bushes. It knocked the Mayor's top hat off of his head. 
“That doesn’t look very friendly,” muttered Plugg. 
Boss Balogna jumped into the bushes and dragged a 
mean-looking egg out of his hiding place. 

“Whe is that?” asked Flame. 


“That's Egg Yolk,” said the Mayor, “He's. a bad egg! 
~ His father was a little cracked and his mother was 


hard boiled. He’s spoiled rotten! He’s the only bad egg 
on Foodovia. He's always been bad!” 

“No one is born bad,” said Flame. “Have you ever 
tried being nice to him?” 

“Well, no, we haven't,” admitted Mayor Cheese. 

“Pléase introduce me to him,” begged Flame. The 
Mayor was hesitant, but finally he agreed. Flame 
shook hands with the nasty egg. “I’m pleased-to meet 
you. I'd like.to be your friend,” she said. 

Suddenly, the bad egg’s facial expression changed. 
‘No one had ever been nice to him before. He came out 
of his hard shell and smiled. “I'd like tobe your friend, 
too!” he answered. Flarne's kind words had brought 
out the sunny side 9f Egg’s personality, 

“All's well that eggs well!” joked Plugg as the 
happy group moved. off towards the strange, little 
town. 


UM GETTIN’ BREAKFAST WHILE 
WILMa'S VISITIN’ HER MOTHER. 


“MEANWHILE, ON ZILTOX... 


FLINTSTONG i INCREDIBLY, HIM SPECIAL 
CONCEITED. 


PERFORM HIS 
DUTIES! J 


HEY, LOOK! HE FELL 
Wwistt HE WAS CLUMSY, ME TOO, OW HIS KISSER/ 


AND STLIPID LIKE YOU! | SHORTY? 


ae 
USED 
“FULL POWERS! 


R FOLLOWING PASE 


LOOK, BARNEY !..GAZOO 
18 IN THe MUD! 


LOOK AT GAZOO'S 
FACE, SHORTY! 


OH, OM! THE WIND'S 
GONE DOWN! 


